
The Wiftoric of • " - 

Prince. Come hither Francis, 

Francis. My Lord. 

Prince. How long, haft thoH to feme, Francis? 

Francis. Forfooth fiue y earcs.and as much as to 

Toma. Francis. 

Francis. Anone, anone fir. [. 

Prince. Fine yeares;berlady a longleafe for the dinckingof 
Pewter : But Francis, darsft thou be fo valiant, as to play the 
coward with thy Indenture, and fhew it a faite paire ofheeles, 
and runne from it? 

- - Francis . O Lord fir, He be fworne vpon all Bookes in Eng- 
land. I could find nuny heart. 

Pomes. Francis. Francis. Anone fir. 

Prince. Kovv old art thou, Francis* 

Francis. Let me fee, about Michaelmas next I /hall be * 

Pomes. Francis. 

Francis. Anone fir, pray you ftay a little, my Lord. 

Prince. Nay but hai kc you Francis, for the Sugar thou ga- 
uejl me, t’was a penny worth, waft not? 

Francis. O Lord, l would it had been two. 

Prince . I willgiue thee for it a thoufand pound, aske mec 
when thou wilt, and thou /halt haue it. 

Poines. Francis. Francis. Anonc,anonc. 

Prince. Anone Francis ? No Francis, but to morrow Francis : 
ax Francis, on thurfeday : or indeed Francis, when thou wilt: 

But Francis. 

Francis. My Lord. 

Prince. Wilt thou rob this Leatherneierkin, Chriftall but- 


ton, Not-pated, Agatring, Puke flocking, Caddice garter, 
Smooth tongue, Spanifhpouchr 

Francis. O Lord fir, who do you meane? 

Prince. Why then your Browne baftarde is your onely 
drinkei forlooke you Francis, your White canuaftc doublet 
will fulley . In Barbary fir,it cannot come to fo much. 

Francis. What fir; Poines. Francis. 

Prince. Away you rogue, doft thou not heare them call? 

■ 9 J Heeretbey both call him, the D rawer fiandes amazed \not 
knowing which way to goe. Enter Vintner. 

Vint, 




ZU ' 7 ' " I j*tn 

Henry the fourth. 

Vint: VV.hhtyftandft thou.ftill,andhearftfuch a calling? 
looke to the Gheftes within. My Lord, old. fir withhalfc 
a dozen more, are at the doorc, Hrall I let them in? 

Prm. Let them alone awhilc,& then open the doorc -.Pomes 
Pomes. Anone, anone fir. Enter Pomes. 

j Pnnce - Sirra, Fa/Jta/fc andthc reft of the Theci.es, are at the 
doorc, /hall we be merry? 

Poin. As merry as Crickets, my lad : but harke yee, what 
cunning match haue you made with this ieft of the Drawer • 
come, what^s theilTue?. 7 

Princ . i am no w of all humors, that haue /he wed themfelues 

humors fince the old dales of goodman Adam, to the mmill 
age of this pre/ent twelue a clocke at midnight . What’s a 
clocks Francis ? ° 

Francis. Anone, anone fir; 

Trmc. That euer this fellow ihould haue fewer words then 

P fj Ct ’ & h Ct tf,C (° nof a Wo,na "‘ His induftry is vp ftaires 
and downc ftaires, hu eloquence the parceli of a reckoning I 
am not yet of Percy* mmd.the Hotjfur of the North, he that lefts 
me fomefixe or fiuen dozen ofW at a breakfaft, wa/heshis 
handes.and fayes to his wife, Ficvpon this quiet life, I want 

todavar n,y fW n Ct ^» fa y«,&e /ftow m3 *Y haft thou kild 
to day ? Giue my Roane horfe a drench(fay es he) and anfweres 

} FZlrT e \ an !r rcaft< ^ : f tnfle ’ at ” flc - ^ prethee call in 
lie play rPercy, and that danwde Brawne /hall play 

Sim ?Z7 r m WnC * RiH ° > f3ICS thc drunkard : cal Rib*, 

Enter Falfinffe, 

Welcome/^, where haft thou beonc 5 

J.nA A P SU? ° 311 C ° W3rds 1 ■ ■ a,ld a vengeance to, mar. 

y and Amen : giuemeacup offackboy. E’rellead this life 

fowe neatherftocks, and mend them, and foote them 
too. A plague of all cowards,Giuemeacupoffacke,ro<me is 
there no verttie extant? P is 

l h ° U n r’ e y fcCr ^ ki/Ieadi/h of butter, pittifull 

D 3 - Faljl.. 
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